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carnage. Herjspirit .was lent to many a
brave young Highlander, to" raise on high
the claymore, and strike, and cleave in two
the haughty foeman. She vrus the daugh-
ter of Macdonald of Milton, who was of
the Macdonalds of Claranald. In early
childhood she lost her father, and on the
marriage of her mother with a Macdonald
of Armadale in Skye, who was a ' ' Govern-
ment man," she became connected with
the political parties of the times, Whigs
and Tories. After the battle of Culloden,
she left Skye purposely to visit her step-
brother in South Uist. It was on this jour-
ney that she met, and made the acquaint-
ance of Captain O'Neil, the only compan-
ion of the Prince, then wandering from is-

land to island, and often in caves, eluding
the vigilance of his enemies. The Captain
recounted to her the hardships which
" Charlie " was undergoing, and implored
her assistance in procuring his escape in
safety to the continent. She was a poor
weak woman, but she had a stout and sen-
sitive heart. " The sympathy of the heart
is the great human instrument of doing
good," and Flora in this sympathy was
rich. At the proposition to disguise him
as a woman, her womanly ingenuity found
a ready solution. "Bettie Burke" was
her waiting maid. The Prince is therefore
vested with the garments of Bettie, and in
this romantic attir6 they start from Ben-becul- a,

a little island at the north of South
Uist, cross the Little Minch, and reach
Skye in safety. If the reader trouble him-
self to look at the map of Scotland ha will
easily see the difficulty o? escape, and the
many chances open to the capture of the
fugitive Stuart. The beautiful Flora was
mistress of the situation, and she under-
stood well the condition of things. She
knew where the English had placed their
spies; how to avoid the English pickets and
patrols. The day to bid farewell arrived.
The Prince waved his adieux, and hoped,
but hoped in vain, to meet again his dear
deliverer. He escaped the vengeance of
the Euglish government ; not so Flora.
This delicate female was to undergo im-
prisonment lor that which should have
commanded the respect of every nation
under the sun. But England knew no such
magnanimity. She has never been brought
up in that school. Hers is to crush, and
not to elevate. Hers it is to grind, and
not to garner the affections of the human
heart, where those affections spring from
patriotic motives foreign to her institutions.

nation dejected and intimidated. Theirpride has been crushed by the heavy handof a vindictive conqueror, whose severitieshave been followed by laws, which, thoughthey cannot be called cruel, have produced
much discontent, because they operate
upon the surface of life, and mako evcrveye bear witness to subjection. To becompelled to wear a new dress has always
been found painful." Flomandher hus-
band felt this indeed keenly. One day a
ship lay waiting to dispeople Skye." With
tearful eyes a lady and gentleman turned
and sighed their adieux to their native
shore. Tho vessel swept peacefully over
the smooth heaving bosom of the deep. Itcarried heavy hearts and Bad souls ; none
heavier, none sadder than that of Kings-bur- y

Macdonald, and of his thoughtful,
gieving wife, Flora. Over tho water bluo
was fading her native diorc. Tho night
winds sighed, and sighed her heart. She
was following the setting sun to his home
in the West. Yet she was perhaps glad to
leave her native laud, whoso liberty lay
crushed and bleeding. Tho year before
the Declaration of Independence she ar-
rived at Cross creek (so-calle- d from two
creeks crossing each other with such a ve-leci- ty

that the water of one, though differ-
ing in colour, does not commingle with tho
other), and the present seat of Fayetteville.
Here she found tho descendants of these
who had emigrated after tho bloody mas-
sacre of Gen. Coo. She was received by
them with open arms ; was the star to which
they pointed with pride ; was their lady,
and they loved her as "a pure and sacred
thing." She shone before them in

Amazing brightness, purity and truth,
Eternal joy and everlasting love.

Her presence reminded the old of their
Highland glens and caves and crag3, and
the young to cherish the memory of tho
laud of their fathers. Her own loved clan,
the "Bell Heath," was well represented. It
looked up to her as did the royal person-
ages of the Court of Charles the Seventh
look up to Joan of Arc and hoped the day
was nigh when they could attext their de-
votion for her on the ensanguined field of
battle. That moment was at hand. Tho
storm was brewing, but not such as tho
Highlanders anticipated. Little can hu-

man reason ken the secret workings of tho
Great Ruler of events. Tho samo system
that deprived the Scottish chieftains of
every right at home, was about to be inau-
gurated on this continent, and by the
very same despots. The Scotch had

I - . . T1 ! V " - 1 J. TlDie tne iiingnsn in a suuseijueni year, x oor
Poland was broken into fragments, and the
exiled Irish lost their own down-trodde- n

land, but saved France on the bloody field
of Fonlsnoy. The United States struggled
through seven weary years for freedom,
and won it after a glorious contest. Amidst
the many revolutions and counter-revolution- s

which distracted the French people,
arose the greatest warrior of modern times.
This century then can claim many brilliant
things. However, it is not our province
to say why empires fell and republics rose,
nor to strictly adhere to the causes that
troubled the civil and political polity of the
era, but it. is ours to blend the xdile with
the dulce, history with romance. Now, to
do this, what analogous theme, fictitious or
real, could be possibly selected more truly
worthy tho pen of any writer in prose or
in poetry than the one here proposed ? She
belongs to Columbia as well as to Great
Britain, and to tho House of Hanover as
well as to the House of Stuart. .The latter
she loved with woman's love, while to the
former she became attached. from a strange
current of human events, based upon the
stranger tide of humau ideas, and so to say,
human instincts. She figured on this con-

tinent and in Europe, but in each hemis-
phere she was the advocate of tory princi-
ples. Her heroism was not less conspicu-
ous in the one than it was in the other.
Her life from infancy to maturity was ob-

scure, but from womanhood to the grave
an almost unceasing: storm, full of adveu-- H

ture and notoriety. In Scotland she was
the brightest object among a stern host of
" lairds." Her devotion to "dear Charlie "
has immortalized her name, and in the full-
ness of her heart she might have truly ex
claimed : "I will not wholly die." In
America she arrayed herself in common
with her countrymen against the cause of
freedom, forgetting that it was not for the
cause ot 1'rince unanes outward, out ior
that of his enemy, the Elector of Hanover.
With all a woman s charms and her euthu- -

siasm, sue uniuned on nign nis oatue-na- g

and fought for his supremacy.
We have anticipated this much, and yet

a notice en passant of Toryism and Whig-ism- ,
will not, we hoje, be considered

trifling. The clans of Scotland, and espe
cially those of the Highlands, submitted
reluctantly to the act of settlement of King
William, and in silence deeply lamented
the adverse fate which drove into exile the
old royal line. The restraint imposed upon
them by the heartless conqueror daily in-

creased the gloom which hung over them.
Consequently, after the treacherous and
cruel massacre at Glen-Co- e, those who
could do so with facility, abandoned their
sacred crags and peaks aud sought the dis-ta- ut

transatlantic wilds. They not only
turned their barks to the shores of the St.
Lawrence, but they took a more Southern
track, steered for a more genial, more tor-
rid clime, and found a settlement at Cross
creek, in the upper region of the liver Cape
Fear. Here we will leave them to pursue
the art of husbandry, and gain for them-
selves, their children, and their children's
children, the sweets of honest toil, th:- -

fruits of patient labor and industry. They
forgot not the ties of kindred that still
bound them to the parent country, and
they watched, not without some feeling of
hope, the quaggy foundation on which
they considered the House of Brunswick to
stand.

Year followed year down the fleet flow-
ing stream of time, and no change came,
no reformation. It was looked for by anxi-
ous eyes at home, and by anxious hearts
was it everywhere desired. London was
then, as it is now, rotten at the core.
Cruelty, dishonesty, avarice, and prodi-
gality, were at a par. Bribery extended an
itching palm. Mammon was its deity, aud
on his greedy altar was sacrificed a pure,
trembling, bleeding victim liberty. Fire
and sword laid waste and decimated Scot-
land in the attempt to foist on that un-
flinching people the tatterdemalions of
the Episcopacy, while vanquished Erin
found not a pitying hand, a generous foe.
Old castles and manors were .pillaged ;
shrines and churches were crumbled to
dust ; their riches golden and silver orna-
ments, were taken to decorate those of the
established religion. England was all
powerful ; her canvass whitened every sea ;

the sun never set on her ensign, and it was
therefore, in her philosophy, but just and
proper so to do ! Her sword and her six-
penny theology were opposed to everything
not Saxon it was therefore the highest
wisdom to scatter destruction broadcast !

Brave people were most cruelly butchered
or impoverished, and chained down in the
vilest slavery. All this, forsooth, too, to
bring joy and gladness, and wealth and
dominion, to the few in the great metropo-
lis. Was the spirit of liberty broken ? No.
Like embers on the hearth it shot forth
scintillations of vitality. It was merely
dormant, waiting the opportunity to burst
out anew into a conflagration more sweep-
ing than ever. Thi3 dsspotism was galling,
and to none more than to the brave.
brotherly Highlanders. They hated the
new sovereignty. They blushed with shame
at their humiliating condition. Daily in
intensity grew the feeling, until finally
words gave expression to the thought :

"The emasculating, contaminating touch
must be removed and spurned." Had that
auspicious moment arrived ? Were the
pibroch heard on the heather ? Were the
clans of the Macdonalds, the Campbells,
the Maclellans, the Macraes in battle
formed ? A natural event timely hap-
pened to postpone this threatened out-
break. William the Third icas no more.

Before the accession of Anne, and while
yet a princess, a lady in wait gained her
love and confidence. This was the notori-
ous Sarah Jennings, Duchess of Marl-
borough. She was avaricious, ambitious,
very vain. Understauding that her mis-
tress would wield the sceptre, she made use
of every device to ingratiate herself into
the good graces of the future Queen. Like
the witch in "Macbeth," she stirred round
and round the boiling cauldron in which
her glowing fancy had placed all opposers
of tho Whig party.

It was midnight, and a pale cold moon
lit up tho spires of London. The Tower
stood gloomily against the sky, a terror to
a crouching race. In it Marlborough had
been immured by William. The streets
were deserted, and on the great bridge
quietude reigned supreme. No footsteps
pattered on the side-walk- s ; no hilarity
proceeded from the ale-hous- e ; no joculari-
ty rang its merry peal in the club-room- s

the coffee-house- s, the Scriblerus clubs of
England s golden age. All was solemnly
still. The palace was disrobed of its page-
antry, hollow pomp. No livery-ma- n was
visible. No dragoon, spurred and belted,
trotted along the avenues ; nor did the
sheen of a helmeted sentinel appear any-
where. In one of the kingly halls lay the
King. Not a whisper of the air was audi-
ble. The uniformed parasites of that great
man had all vanished. None stood there
to do him honor. What cared they, he
was no longer of this world. His victories
in behalf of the Prelacy were forgotten ;
anyhow, were not sufficiently resplendent
to bring a sole mourner to his bier. There
he lay, powerless, in the cold embrace of
all-powerf-

ul death. He was the bitterest
enemy of Louis the Fourteenth. He is
now nobody's enemy, unless before the
judgment-sea- t his own. A side door is cau-
tiously opened, a deeply veiled head is
slowly intruded ; two eyes glisten and stare
to the right, to the left, to the bier.
Noiselessly the door turns. Tiptoe ap
proaches the enveloped form ; a delicate
hand steals out from the folds of a black
domino ; diamonds flash, the figure starts.
The embroidered gauze covering the pallid
face is with much trembling turned down,

"Thank God for this," muttered the
Duchess. "You are dead !; dead ! dead !

You "Cannot now terrify me. Your eyes are
cold. Where now is their fire ? Who now
will obey your behests ? Who now v. ill
cower before you ? I can deem every ob-
stacle in my path as a mere trifle, easily
overcome. I will gain wealth, and friends,
and distinction, and power. My ambition
will be satisfied." With these words she
covered the inanimate visage, and more
like a spright than a human being, glided
from the chamber. Soon, and all England
was convulsed with joy. The Princess
Anno ascended the throne, and became the
good Queen Anne. Tho Tories participa-
ted, perhaps from policy ; the Whigs, from
evident success. From Chevoit Hills to
Land's End, if not from Dunnet Head to
Port Patrick, the name of Anne was glori-
fied, and her enthronement was proclaimed
amid the booming of cannon, and the ac-
clamations of millions. She was the
daughter of James the Catholic, but she
was not a Catholic. She was of the House
of Stuart, that pleased the Tories ; she was
a Protestant, that pleased the Whigs. Be-
neath all this seeming acquiescence ran
something deeper still. That same unan-
imity of feeling was not so enthusiastically
displayed in Scotland. How could the
Tories there love the Whigs ? The ghosts
of their murdered fathers would arise from
their bloody graves and cry out, "For
shame ! 'for shame!" However, the fact
that Anne was a Stuart tended to keep in
subjection their aroused nature. They saw
one gleam of hope the ejectment of the
opposing faction from every office in the
kingdom. Tho fact of her opposition to
the union of the crowns of France and
Spain secured in some degree the friend-
ship of the Whigs. The Tories labored
sedulously to supplant them, to prejudice
the Queen, and, if possible, convert her.
Between these two rival parties her amia-
ble disposition became very often ruffled,
and, as the spectator has written, her
chaste presence exercised no influence "to
correct the vices, the follies, the ignorance
which too generally prevailed at the com-
mencement of the eighteenth century ; "
aud to promote " virtue and knowledge,
and recommend whatsoever may be either
useful or ornamental to society." They
knew well, and they felt it, that : " Our
passions play the tyrants in our breasts,"
but they did not profit by any example to
curb them, and learn from the follies of tho
past that wisdom which, when gained, is
ever the ripest and brightest.

The Queen was at heart in favor of the
Tory views, and to them she lent an eager
ear. Her favorite project was to perpetu-
ate the succession of her house. To attempt
this she must place authority in the hands
of her friends, and her friends were un-
questionably the Tories. Her charming
favorite was not ignorant of the change.
She portrayed in vivid colors the falsity,
or rather fickleness, of the Scotch, who,
she naively hinted, merely sought a pre-
text to have her dethroned. She depicted
in a vehement style the dark designs of
Harley aud Boliugbroke ; thought Sir
Robert Walpole a knave, and that she
ought to detach herself from "the princi-
ples of the Tories." She eulogized the ac-

tions of Godolphin and his confederates.
The Duke of Marlborough needed not her
poor language to define his position. His
deeds had made England great and glori-
ous at home and abroad, and he was always
ready to defend his sovereign. "Toward
the close of her life, the injudicious prose-
cution of Sacheverell by Lord Godolphin
afforded her (the Queen) an opportunity of
emancipating herself from their control, of
which she readily availed herself ; and in
1710 the Whigs were dismissed, and Harley,
afterward Earl of Oxford, was appointed
Chancellor of the Exchequer and Lord
High Treasurer." The Duchess saw very
plainly that her power was gone. The
Queen owed much, perhaps, to her hus-
band, the handsome Englishman, but more
to her own family the exiled Stua as. The
artful Duchess retired from the royal pre-
sence, saying : "Sweet dreams, my Queen."
Anne, tortured mentally and bodily, court-
ed sleep, and endeavored to banish the
many harassing thoughts that troubled the
repose of her mind. Sleep came not. The
tired boor snored loudly in his miserable
hovel, forgetful alike of his poverty and the
morrow's labor. But here the descendant
of a house that sat on a throne fox four
hundred years, rolled restlessly about on her
eider bed, craving a similar pittance of
" tired nature's sweet restorer." Her mind
wandered. She has made of England and
Scotland a Great Britain, the greatest act
of her life. She has fixed a price on the
head of her own father, the most uunatu
rai deed of her life. Is it to be wondered
then that she could find no rest ? Sleep
came, but not with it those sweet dreams.
Her children, rose-bud- s stricken from tho
stem of life, passed before her, away into
the silent gloomy womb of the grave, a
punishment for that great sin. She saw
them in vision. What a vision ! She saw
their grandfather hunted down, decried
by the very people about her, her friends
The Duchess told her husband all. Her
suspicions were just. The overthrow of
the Whigs was inevitable, come when come
it may. The Duke spoke: "The Queen
mav attempt the destruction of the Whigs,
and may make the effort to have the pro
fligate son of James the Second succeed
her, but, mark me ! such a thing will never
happen. The adherents cof Geortro are the
nation. She rnay drive them from office,
from court, but aa sure as I am Marlbo-
rough so sure will they in their turn rise in
their might, and plant firmer and deeper
into the national soil the standard of our
common constitution. The people will
meet the issue openly and fairly, and in
their indignation hurl those miscreants
into that unfathomable pit which they have
been nowso long digging. The will of the
people must be respected, and it will be re-

spected, or I know not how to use this,"
drawing his sword.

The o.imax of party spirit was nigh, and
in the vortex of human passion seemed to
engulf everything, few felt inclined to de-

bate the question of English rule, or by
whom it was ruled. One thing is certain,
that the British law is for Batons good, but
for dependent people bad. It is not a
paradox, but a general truth ; not an asser-
tion, but a fixed fact ; not said in prejudice,
but declared in all candor ; does not flow
from hatred of English institutions and the
English people, but from admiration of
their home legislature, and their national
system of protection.

While these were keeping England in a
fever, other things, which increased that
state a great deal, were transpiring across
the channel. James the Third, so-calle- d,

having assumed the name of the Chevalier
de St. George, but commonly known in
history as th Pretender, was beseeching
Louis XIV., King of France, and Clement
XI., Pope of Rome, to assist in placing
him on the throne of hia ancestors. Though
Louis was disposed to aid him, that mon-
arch must have foreseen that every effort
would be futile. If tho Pope felt inter-
ested in him, he also must in his infallible
judgment have predicted the same. The
Chevalier charged twelve times with the
French cavalry, and acquired military
prestige, though defeated, on tho hard-foug- ht

field of Malplaquet. The news
from London was encouraging. The Tories
were already triumphant. The Duchess
was openly disowned by the Queen, and
the charms which she had so potently used
could now produce no effect. The spell
was broken and forever. The great Duke
felt this, and his big heart throbbed with
emotions of chagrin. The Whigs were dis-
mayed. The Scotch and Irish were wild
with enthusiasm. Bonfires sent up their

the Giant's Causeway, in answer to those
of Ben Nevis and Cairngorm mountains.
All England apparently responded. Had
the popular voice at last spoken ? Had the
iniquity of the radicals of those days been
exposed ? Ab uno coterie disce omnes ! It
was the new year, 1713. The snows of Jan-
uary lay frozen on the hills and plains.
Millions of frosty stars studded the firma-
ment. The country round was bleak, and
the winds found not a tree to obstruct their
sweeping, headlong fury, as they drove be-
fore them over the glassy, sparkling snow-covere- d

ground pellets of icicles which
sounded not cheerily to the ears of a lone
traveler. " Will it never be reached ? "
escaped his ice-boun- d mouth, for a thick,
heavy beard fell stiffly to his breast, and
pulling higher up on his shoulders a pack
of which he seemed to take considerable
care, he again reiterated : "Will it never
bo reached ? " Continuing, he mumbled
as he went : " This night will kill me, and
what wrill be my gain if it does not ? A
halter ." He was interrupted in this dark
view of things by a pretty hard slap on the
back. "Hallo! sir, are you wake yet?
Where is that halter, that gibbet you were
talking about ? I don't see any ; but on
every tide I see the brightest hope."

"Macdonald ! That you ! "
" My veritable self. This is a cold place

to tarry. Let us push on to the house.
They are there awaiting us."

" How are the clans ? "
"They are all right, and they listen for

the buglo note calling them to battle.''
They shortly reached the cottage. A

dozen of men jumped up and bade them
welcome. The pack was opened. Papers
were read. James the Third was maturing
an invasion of England. Hi3 sister, the
Queen, was not expected to live very long.
Now was the time, or never. So thought
the Earl of Mar aud Lord Derwentwater,
and in their honest pride, for the good old
cause, they clapped their hands gleefully,
as did likewise their followers, and made
that little valley in the highlands ring
round with unwonted noise of joy. They
separated to secretly work up the rebellion.

The Whigs were no longer in power.
The sword of Marlborough was powerless.
The tricks of low politicians are often
keener than the soldier's blade. But the
treaty of Utrecht was made. It seemed for
a moment to paralyze the friends of James.
The death of the Queen and of Louis the
Fourteenth was for him a sad blow. His
plans were made known. He had to with-
hold further action. Tue House of Brun-
swick ascended the throne in the person oi
George the First. There was no political
disturbance, and the Whigs, as a matter of
course, " came back to office like wasps to
a hive, and revelled in its honey with little
interruption for nearly half a century."
Marlborough was recalled. But that great
man's sand of life was almost run. He
died a few years afterward, and his noble
Duchess paid his biographer five hundred
pounds, while to her own she gave as many
t7iousa?ids.

PART SECOND.

The Scottish chiefs were not terror-stricke- n.

They were preparing for the
contest. The struggle of 1715 at length
arrived, in which the valour of Scotchmen
added a fresher tint to their laurels. It is
true they were defeated, and that at Sher-iff-Mn- ir

and Preston they fought in vain.
Many lost their lives ; many their estates.
This attempt of Mar and Derwentwater
was thought rash. But their adherents
thought otherwise. They were routed,
put to the sword, but not conquered. The
same spirit burned within them, obscured,
but not extinguished. They looked upon
their cause as ,?orie, but not forever. It
would return fcgain, and have the same
" swords of former times" to defend it,
and, if possible, win for it a glorious and
final victory. They maintained a sullen
silence. The House of Stuart was down.
They hoped that it would ultimately be the j

cherished one as of old. Seven vear after i

this mad effort of the Chevalier de St.
George a son was born to him at Romo.
He was baptized Charles Edward, also
known in history as the Pretender. His
mother was Clementine, the lovely daugh-
ter of Prince Sobiesky, and grand-daughte- r

of the celebrated King John of Poland.
A little anterior to his nativity was born in
the isle of South Uist, one of the Hebrides,
a female child that was destined to be in
time linked with his name and known to
all ages. The one wa3 raised in splendour,
in luxury; the other, in the mountain pass,
amid crags, and in frugality, and rough,
substantial fare. The one was brought up
at court, among courtiers, princes and
magnates of France and Italy ; the other,
in a Highland castle, surrounded by a stur-
dy race of freemen. Charles Edward grew
up with his eye on the English crown ;

Flora McDonald, with her affection and
zeal in favour of his family. She was true,
good and loyal ; he brave, unflinching, and
unfortunate. Flora sighed for the restora-
tion of his house. He fought for it, but
lost.

Such was the battle in the politics of
Great Britain. The Tories on one side, the
Whigs on the other. The lories for the
Stuarts, the Whigs for the electors of Han-
over. Th9 Tories on the losing side, the
Whigs on the winning. The Whigs were
basking in kingly sunshine, and laughed at
the puny efforts of the exiled disowned.
They thought themselves secure; that Pres-
ton was the last field of blood. Human
thoughts ! What are they ?

Charles Edward was adolescent ; was a
man, and at the age of twenty-two- , with a
very fair prospect of success, embarked in
the enterprise of recovering from German
aggression the land of his fathers. He was
promised the support of Rome. He travel-
ed to France in the disguise of a Spanish
courtier, and succeeded in bringing Louis
XV. to his views. So far fortune favoured
him. But as he was about to set sail from
Dunkirk to England, with an army of fif--

teen thousand, the British Admiral Norris
attacks and scatters the whole French fleet.

Here fortune seemed to desert hioa. Noth-
ing undaunted, and relying on h'S own re-

sources, he sets out with a few o lowers,
and lands on the western coast of Scotland.
The clans and their chiefs flock around
him, and raise the standard of revolt. The
indignation of the Whigs was indescribable;
the iov of the Tories beyond bounds. The
English were sent from Eiinburg to meet
and rout his forces, and dead or alive cap-
ture the bold Pretender. Instead of ac-
complishing all this they were badly bea-
ten, and Perth fell, whence went forth the
proclamation that Charles Edward Stuart
was regent. Success rapidly followed the
rapid marches of Charles, and his banner
was very soon seen waving over the Scotch
capitol. At Preston Pans, where his father
had suffered defeat, he completely puts to
flight the British army, and proclaims his
father King. The English Government
was amazed, and began to think itself near
destruction. The tents of the Pretender
were pitched within a hundred miles
of London. The government in haste
had the troops in Germany called
home. But, fickle fortune ! the ca-

reer of the Prince was nearly
run. At Falkirk he obtained his last vic
tory. The fatal field of Culloden was en-
tered. The English Duke of Cumberland
gained the day. The remnants of the Scot-
tish clans fled to their homes, and Charles
found himself without an army, without
money, but with a price of thirty thousand
pounds fixed upon his head. In that land
was not found an informer, noneso base to
betray the brave young Prince. His friends
were many, and among them stands pre-
eminently first, Flora McDonald. Her
heart Tfas ever in the midst of battle and

triotio devotion for a pull
Treasury.

We suppose this vexed question will be
settled after awhile, but how ridiculous is

the charge of Manager BouTWEnii that its
rimm-es- s lias been impeded by President
A D

Johnson.

The Iron-Cla- d Oath.
Many persons having expressed a desire

to obtain a copy of the "Test Oath," the
taking of which is indispensable to holding
office under the present military govern-

ments of tho Southern States, or under
the United States, we republish it. How

many men have perjured themselves in the
South for a few hundred dollars a year ?

and Low many more will do so ? Wo do
not have to go to minor positions to see
such men. The United States Attorney lor
Ncrth Carolina, and now, by the grace of
negroes and yankees, a Judge, took this
oath, although, as a member of the Seces-

sion Convention, he voted men and money
to "aid the rebellion." "To what base
ends have we come.

The oath reads as follows :

"I, j of- - -- , count' of ...... ) and State
of , do eolemaly swear or affirm, that I have
never voluntarilv borne arms against the United
States since I have been a citizen thereof; that I
have voluntarily given no aid, countenance, coun-

selor encouragement to persons engaged in arm-

ed hostility thereto; that I have neither sought nor
accepted, nor attempted to exercise the functions
nf nnu office whaUver. under any authority or
pretended authority, in hostility to the United States;
that I have not yieiaea a toiuuhiuiy ouhp""
any pretended government, authority, power, or
constitution, within the United States, hostile or
inimical thereto. And I do further swear, or af-

firm, that to the best of my knowledge and ability
will support and defend the United States against

all enemies, foreign and domestic; thai. T r,ill bear
true allegiance to the same ; that I take this obli
gation freely without any mental reservation or
purpo&e of evasion; and that I will wtli and faith-lull- v

discharge the duties of the office on which I
am about to enter, bo xieiu mc uoa.

Hon. William H. Battle.
Amid the eeneral disappointment we feel at the

success of the odious Constitution, the defeat of
no man in the State will cause more regret among
those who admire uprightness, capacity and eter-li- g

integrity in a Judge, than that of His Honor,
Judge Battle, of the Supreme Court. Lonc an
Associate Justice of the present uourt, ourpeop e
had learned to look to him as a wise counselor,
an able jurist and a man of unblemished reputa-
tion, lie has the proud satisfaction of knowing
that the intelligence and worth of the State cast
their votes for him. and that no suspicion of ob
jection to him. personally or professionally, could
nave innaencea a vote against mm.

lialeign benlinel.

We add our testimony to that of our co- -

temporary in regard to the defeat of Judge
Battle. Coming as it does with the over-- 1

throw of all that is dear and respectable in
he State, his defeat is an honor to his in

tegrity and candor. His public services
have not been continued at the expense of
his personal reputation. He will be hon
ored and rewarded long after others whose
temporary success will but add to their fu- -

ure ignominy. The fact that his position in
the great struggle was not such as to win
favor with the disreputable men who have
controlled the late elections will endear
him to the people of the State, and when
North Carolina shall be redeemed from her
present humiliation, then euch noble and
honorable sons as Judge Battle will reap
their just reward.

New Hanover Agricultural Society.
At the request of the Executive Com-

mittee, with which we most cheerfully
comply, we publish this morning the in-

teresting and able address upon the Dig-

nity of Labor, delivered before the New
Hanover Agricultural Society at the recent
meeting at Black River Chapel, by the
Rev. S. C. Alexander. It will well repay
a careful perusal.

We are requested to give notice that the
next meeting of the Society will take place
at Leesburg on the 15th and 16th of May. j

Several addresses are expected from prom
inent agriculturalists.

Movement to Call the Democratic National
Convention Karly in June.

Washington, April 28, 18G8.

The Congressional Democratic Executive
Committee have unanimously passed reso-
lutions requesting the Democratic National
Committee to reconsider their previous ac-

tion and issue a call for the Presidential
Nominating Convention to meet in New
York early in June, instead of on the 4th
of July, as now arranged for. It is proba-
ble that a Congressional caucus of all the
democratic members will shortly be called
for the purpose of making the same re-
quest. The feeling appears to be unani-
mous that the day of meeting now fixed is
too distant, and that the political necessi-
ties and welfare of the party require an ear
lier period for the declaration of principles
and nomination of candidates.

Old King Louis left a mystery in the
shape of eight coffers which are to remain
unopened, one until 1893 and the rest un
til 1918.

I'russia is liKUtemner tne taxes on
necessary articles, and increasing it on to-

bacco and spirits, which it deems luxuries.

The enthusiasm for base ball is said to be
on the decline in New England.

From Southern Society.
FLORA MACDONALD,

TUe Tory Heroine of the Cape Fear.

BY MONONIA.

IN TWO PARTS. I.
And I marvel, 6ir,

At those who do not feel the majesty
By heaven 1 I'd almost said the holiness
That circles round the fair and virtuous woman.

jto trace tne times, ana tne passions
which controlled the minds of men : to con
nect the whole as one thread, and weave it
into a simple web, will be our present aim.
We shall run over much historic ground,
tear down many historic barriers and many
old landmarks.

Election is an act
Of will, not voice ;

and we therefore single out this field
The eighteenth century has long since

passed away, but it has left behind, in its
history, pages of romance, full of daring
and noble exploits. Here fancy can roam
and dream of lovely visions, and conjure
up thoughts of never-endin-g bliss. Here
fame can wander and sound her horn over
the conqueror's tomb, and tell of his past
glory and greatness. Or, she may sit down
Dy mo grave oi honest deeds, and tell the
passer by how much worth is buried there.
Here glory can find a crown and find a
name, and none brighter, more fair or
more famed than Flora Macdonald :

The sweetest tales of human weal and Borrow
The fairest trophies of the limner's fame, '

To my fond fancy. Flora, seem to borrow
Celestial h&los from thy gentle name.

In it nations were crashed, nations were
born, and nations were remodeled. From
the creation of the kingdom of Prussia in
1701, down to the storming of Seringapa- -

tam in 1799, lies before the student of his
torv a vast accumulation of interesting mat--

Iter. The Mississippi bubble excited the

WILMINGTON. N. C.
SATURDAY. NAY 3. 1868.

New Hanover Countv.

In summing up tho causes of the recent
defeat of the Conservatives in tho late
election in this State, tho Raleigh Sentinel

says :

"Upon careful investigation or the numerous
liarticalara. pro and con it will strike our readers
at onco, that if the same organization and care
fill naina takiner had been ccneral. which were ci
iiihitAfJ hv hp rniwi-vative- of Mecklenbarcr, Cra
ven, New' Hanover, Duplin, Nash, Sampson, and
nOiprn fh most sansnine expectations of the
Conservatives would have been realized."

So far as reference is made to our coun

tv. wo well merit tho encomiums of ourj
RalfiiMi fiotemoorary. It will be seen that
the Conservative vote polled is quite aslarge
rid th registered white. The Radical

fair criterion, 03

the voting by certificate, intended to cover

fraud, was largely resorted to in this city ,

and though the registration boots will
show that many more negroes than whites

fii fr. vntp. and the whites who voted
against us are known and counted and num-

ber bat a trifle more than the colored Con-

servative vote, yet their majority is upward
of one hundred in excess of their register-

ed strength. We Lavo the names of many
negroes under ago who voted, and even

those of dead ones, who voted by proxy.
Outside of Wilmington less than twenty-fiv- e

white men voted the Radical ticket,
and even in tho city, of those who resided
hero prior to the war, scarcely so many de-

serted their friend3. We have much to be
proud of in New Hanover, and the county
will do as well again. Our people are
thrown in too close relations with Radical-

ism and Radical leaders to be deceived in-

to their meshes. Their public men are as
offensive as their principles. Neither will
ever commend themselves to an honorable
jeople.

Gen. Sherman and Impeachment.
As impeachment grows older and draws

nearer to an end, it seem3 to be more and
more unpopular; and while party venom
and party necessity appear to require a
conviction and removal of President John-
son, the managers are beginning to fear
the consequences of their own temerity.
The eloquent and thorough exposition giv-

en by the President's counsel, especially
the efforts of Messrs. Geoesbeck and
Evaets, of the flimsy foundations upon
which impeachment rests, lias already
made the whole proceedings ridiculous in
the eyes of all who are not blinded by par-

tisan prejudices and biased by party con-

siderations.
In another column wo quote from the

Washington correspondence of the Cincin-

nati Commercial (Radical), what influence
the prospect of an illegal conviction of the
President has had upon General Sherman.
This statement is also confirmed by a cor-

respondent of the Chicago Times. And the
determination of this officer, who has more
popularity and influence throughout the
Northwestern States than any other man,
may well alarm the Radicals, for the peo-

ple of the South know full well that when
General Sherman determines to accom-

plish an object, ho consults not the means
by which it is to be done, but does it tho-

roughly and not very gently. There may
well be fluttering in their ranks on this ac-

count.
Before tho diabolical impeachment con-

spiracy has been brought to an end it 'be-

gins to bo ascertained that a more unpop-
ular move was never mado upon the thea-
tre of American politics. The good sense
of tho country is not yet so dead that an
outrage such as the contemplated usurpa-
tion by Senator Wade of the Presidential
office, will not awaken it from one extrem-
ity to tho other. And tho leaders of the
dominant party now find that a measure
intended to save tho failing fortunes of
Radicalism will prove the fruitful source of
its final destruction. If they falter, much
less fail to convict, they commit political
suicide; if they bring the disgraceful dra-
ma to a successful end, they so outrage
truth, oath, justice, duty, that their very
crimes will rise up and curse them.

Should President Johnson bo convicted
for 44 high crimes and misdemeanors,"
when Lis only offence has been to vindi-
cate and maintain the Constitution of tho
United States, these leaders will find the
open denunciations by General Sheeman,
a3 damning as they will be, among the
least of tho dangers they must encounter
a violated Constitution will exact exonera-
tion an outraged country will demand a
public vindication of its tarnished honor.
At the bar of offended public opinion will
the actors in this base conspiracy be made
to pay the fearful penalty of their crimes.

So 'ithern Rccoustiuction.
Not only is there no pledge upon the

part of Congress to admit tho Southern
States, not even if they do adopt the new
Constitutions, but it cannot be done under
the express provisions of the Reconstruc-
tion Acts until the Fourteenth Article (tho
Howard Amendment) becomes a part of
the fundamental law of the land. In order
to make the requisite number of States
five more must adopt tho Amendment, and
if the repeal of it by the Legislatures of
Ohio and New Jersey be regarded as valid,
seven of the Southern States are necessary.
In five of them have elections been held.
Alabama has rejected her Constitution, and
another election is necessary to force her
into the degrading terms. Georgia will
have a Democratic Legislature, and in Lou
isiana the chances are in favor of a similar
majority in her General Assembly. So that,
thus far, but two States, North Carolina
and Arkansas, are sure to adopt the re-

quired amendment. No State can be ad-
mitted until the Legislatures of five, prob-
ably seven, shall have acted favorably upon
this Article.

So it seems that Southern Reconstruc-
tion has not progressed beyond its troubles
and perplexities yet. In fact we see not
much real progress beyond filling up offi-
ces, present and prospective, with orthodox
Radicals; but we should not be surprised
if Southern, so-call- ed Senators and Repre-
sentatives, had to stand about the lobbies
of the Capitol for some time, with hats in
Land, dancing attendance upon Senators I

and Congressmen, cursing the slow progress

This is nothing. It is the history of England,
n.nfl Tnrrln tirl 'a Puritanism T)nrinnr fVio lata

it is still rememberfid in mnv nhprlfiss
home. Flora was arrested and confined in a
cold, damp, unhealthy prison ship. Here
she had to be for five long weary months, at
the end of which time she was removed to
London, where, in English parlance, she
suffered a mild imprisonment for one year.
Her release was a signal of triumph," and
the Tory nobility of the city turned out en
masse to do her honor. Lady Primrse
waited on her and introduced her at court,
where she was warmly welcomed, and re-
ceived rather as a Queen than an inmate
from a neighboring goal. She was glad to
leave the impure atmosphere of London,
and breathe again the pure air of her
mountain home. She entered that city as
a prisoner. She left it amid the enthusias-
tic cheers of long live the heroine of the
Scotch rebellion I Flora selected that great
and good soldier, General Malcomb, to at-

tend her. In his pride he exclaimed that
he had come " to London to be hanged,
but rode back in a chaise-and-fou- r with
Flora Macdonald." Her "dear Charlie"
was already beyond the reach of danger.
At Lochnanach he met a French frigate,
which conveyed him in safety to France.
A few months before and the crown of
England was in his grasp, and the conti-
nent blazed with an universal feu djoie at
his signal successes. Not now. He met
friends, butthey were few. The treaty of
Aix-la-Chapel-

le deprived him of every
chance of ever ascending the throne of his
ancestors. That very extraordinary wo
man, Madam de 1'ompadour, interested
herself in his behalf, and had conferred
upon him for life a pension of two hun-
dred thousand livres. Spain was not for-
getful of the grandson of James the Cath-
olic. She settled upon him a handsome
annuity. The House of Brunswick was
uneasy so long as a member of the fallen
family was living, and the beloved King of
a fallen party was near to the British Isle.
He must be driven from France Louis
the Fourteenth i3 not seated on its throne,
but his degenerate offspring. Louis the
Fifteenth, who acquiesces in every whim
of the Hanoverian dynasty. When this
was told the Prince his anger found no
bounds. He was driven to the frontiers,
whence he journeyed to Rome, where he
expected sympathy, protection, and a home.
At Florence he became very troublesome
to his friends. Ho assumed every empty
title. This, instead of enhancing his hon-
or, rather augmented the ridicule in which
he was begun to be held. Ho was fifty-tw- o

years of age when he married, and after
this noticeable event his existence was for
sixteen years a blemish to his house, to
himself and to his cause. He died.a drunk-
ard, and was buried at Frascati. Thus

terminated a career that had in
its morning of life begun so auspiciously,
and with so much glory. Thus passed
away from the historic stage of the eigh-
teenth century a character rendered noto-
rious for whatsoever of glory and shame
there is found in a name. His connection
with Flora rendered that lady famous.
The Tories were now completely subdued.
The new order of things in Great Britain
began to run more evenly, and more in ac-

cordance with the national will.
Flora was far advanced in life when she

gave her hand to Macdonald of Kingsburg,
and in her Highland home she was living
in quietude, undisturbed by further an-

noyance from the enemies of her country-
men. The latter, however, could not brook
the despotic rule of their conquerors.
They looked for encouragement from their
people in America, and received it, especi- -

Creek, iu North Carolina. The fearful
exodus began. The glens were becoming
deserted, and echoed back no more the
wild, enchanting music of the bagpipe.
Oamuei Johnson, tne great letter writer,
but after all full of the prejudice ot tne
times towards the bcotch, says, in A
.lonrnev to tne western J.sies. etc., mai
" We landed at Port Re, so-calle- d, because
James the Fifth, of Scotland, who had cu-

riosity to visit the island, came into it.
The port is made by an inlet of the pea,
deep and narrow, where a ship lay to dis-

people Skye, by carrying the natives away
to America." In another paragraph he
writes: " We were entertained with tho
usual hospitality by Mr. Macdonald, and
hi3 lady, Flora Macdonald, a name that
will be mentioned in history, and if cour-
age and fidelity be virtues, mentioned with
honor. She is a woman of middle stature,
soft features, gentle manners, and elegant
presence." We hope even this will suffice
to enlighten those whom we have heard
mention her as a woman rude, masculine,
and fitted alike for the camp and .clang of
armed men. This visit of Mr. Johnson to
the Highlands happened in 1773, and the
most prominent feature of it was that lady
Flora had arranged for him the same bed
in which almost twenty-seve- n years before
had slept her idol Charlie.

Vce Victis was the sole cry of the English
towards the Scottish clans. Prelacy and
Presbytery Tory and Whig had fought
the grand fight. The Highlanders fretted.
They felt loth to use the bit which their
persecutors would hae insisted in putting
in their mouths. uThe law," to quote
again from the above authority, " which
followed the victory of Culloden, found the

already felt tho itrong arm of power,
ino lron KrasP was hardly yet from
their throats. Rebellion begets a
direful phase of society. They had seen
it, had felt it, and understood its meaning.
In Scotland they had lost everything.
Were they to lose everything here ? They
had measured strength with the foe on
their native plains, but found it insula-cient- .

Here they were few. They had
everything to risk, nothing to gain. They
did not understand the nature of the great
question that was convu.sing tho country.
They were separate, and lived secluded to
themselves. What could they do here in
the wild woods of America ? Did they fear
the loss of their newly acquired property '?

Did they fear to attempt another rebellion?
They were Tories still, and tho avowed ene-
mies of the Whigs. The Whigs changed,
but they did not change. Tho Whigs rroso
in opposition to English .misrule. Tho
Tories had fought at homo against tho
government, had lost and had submitted.
They were now called upon either to light
for freedom in conjunction with tho Whigs,
or side with the royal minions in favor of
restriction of liberty. They hated tho
Whigs. They hated tho Houfo of Han-
over. No time was left for debate. Tho
rupture took place. The gory lucks of the
revolution sprinkled tho land. The Tirrirs
could not understand tho nature of the
declaration of the Mecklenburg convention.
They could not see that "In North Caroli-
na, for at least ten years before the meet-
ing of the Continental Congress, tho great
struggle had been directed against tho op-

pression of the provincial government. --
The tyrannical legislation of Parliament
had never been felt, and an annual pro-
test against the right to tax was tho only
attitude of hostility ever assumed by the
assembly against tho crown of England."
The contest began. Tho bloody battlo of
Moore's Creek was fought, and here Flora,
forgetting it was not for tho Prince, cheer-
ed the Scotch on to victory or tho grave.
Many fell into the latter, and the living
fled in defeat. Kingsburg was ccptured.
Flora lost everything but her life. Her
people suffered with her. It is wholly un-
necessary to recapitulate tho sufferings in-

flicted on them by tho victorious party.
Time has healed thoso old wounds, but it
has opened new ones. It is the history of
nations. Time is a child that looks at
bloody pictures; closes tho book, opens and
begins it again to look at the same pictures
in fresh colors.

Flora left this country in disgust, and
took passage in an English vessel for her
own dear far-of- f isle. On her voyage a
French sloop comes up with tho British
ship and opens on her. Tho lighting be-

comes general. Flora stands there on that
blood-bespattere- d deck, and with word,
and deed, and gesture, animates tho crew.
She fell and broke an arm. Thus did tho
imperil her life both for tho House of Stu-

art and the House of Hanover.
Shortlv after her return to Europe, she

'was joined by her husband. She then, af
ter much adventure, and oi a truly neroio
character, found repose on her native
heath. She died in March, 1790, in tho
seventieth year of her age. She has left a
name that will ever live in tho memory of
man. Some future novelist or poet will
take it un and produce something which
will find a foremost niche in tho temple of
fame.

In our recent visit to Fayetteville, wo
took particular pains to get all tho infor-
mation relative to this heroine. Indeed,
we went there for that purpose. About
eighteen miles from this town dwells a
strange creature, a necromancer, much
sought after by the young of either sex.
She seems to be held in very high esteem,
and notwithstanding her evil eye, is not by
any means feared. On the incredulous
poor she is said to work all manner of
charms. Her name is Flora Macdonald,
and says she is the grand-daught- er of Flora,
the protectress of Prince Charles Edward
Stuart. Of course this is not so, for we
are positively certain that Flora never left
an heir to the manor born. Tho name of
this old woman renders her very popular
among the people on a level with herself,
and this, too, accounts for her wonderful
cures. We had no time to call upon, her,
or we would have certainly done so with
pleasure, more to find out something of her
charming art, and thereby convey tho intel-
ligence to our readers than to learn any-

thing in connection with this subject. e
listened to this information while landing
where once stood the residence of Flora
Macdonald. The noise of Cross-cree- k, as it
rolled impetuously onward to be lost in the
river, fell on our ear. Wo thought of tho
Scotch assembling at the old markethou.se;
thought we heard the clank of their bur-

nished arms ere they set out to meet the
Whigs, and meet defeat nt Moore's creek.
Some bricks crumbling to powder and red-

dening the soil around there, peer up at
us from the earth, as much to say, hero
stood Flora's house. A lonely looking lo-

cust and two hackberries flourish and cast
forth their limbs and branches as if to em-

brace and protect the place with which is
connected so much of the heroic and beauty
of romance. A chalybeate spring gushes
up from the midst of rocks near the tree.
Nobody drinks from it without drinking to

the memory of Flora Mcdonald.


